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Set in thick tufts along the busby marge

With big Bright eyes of gold ;

And glorious water-plants, like fans> unfold
Their blossoms strange and large.

That wandering boy, young Hylas, did not find

Beauties so rich and rare,

Where swallow-wort and pale-bright maiden's hair
And dog-grass richly twined.

A sloping hank ran round it like a crown,
Whereon a purple cloud
Of dark wild hyacinths, a fairy crowd,

Had settled softly down.

And dreamy sounds of never-ending bells

From Oxford's holy towers

Came down the stream, and went among the flowers,
And died in little swells.

These two extracts give a fair notion of the
Tractarian poetry, with its purity, its idealism, its
love of Nature and its unreal conception of life,
Faber also wrote an England's Trust, before Lord
John Manners published his; and in this he rejoices
in the passing away of all the old sensual confidence,
and in the coming of a new age of humility and
spirituality. Alas ! it never came ! There was a
roll in the wave of thought, a few beautiful shells
were thrown up on the shore of literature, and then
the little eddy of Tractarianism was broken and
spent, and lost in the general progress of mankind.
We touch with reverend pity the volumes without
which we should scarcely know that Young England
had ever existed, and we refuse to believe that all
the enthusiasm and piety and courage of which
they are the mere ashes have wholly passed away.
They have become spread over a wide expanse of